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THERE is no orchestra to provide a mood-setting back-ground, no accompanist to introduce volume and vari-
ation, no glamor of the stage-designer's art, no softening 
shadows, no magic shift and play of lights. There is only a 
harsh, clear spot beating down on the bare boards of the 
stage, and on the stage a straight-backed chair and a low foot-
rest. 
A stocky gray-haired man steps vigorously across the stage 
and seats himself. He looks calmly at the audience through 
dark-rimmed glasses. He gives the impression of complete 
relaxation and ease. His facial expression is as serene and 
mild as that of Buddha. With only a Spanish guitar, played 
with the delicacy of the classical style, this man is going to 
creat a pageant of history through music. He is going to 
play upon the moods and the imagination of his audience, 
and there will be lights and shadows, magic and mystery. 
Andres Segovia leads his audience back into time, to the 
early Middle Ages, to a minstrel playing his lute. There is 
a wistfulness to this music for the lute, as though the music-
ian were trying to reach through the sad mists of the Dark 
Ages to the greater day for art and music that lay just ahead 
in time, beyond his sight. The figure of the minstrel fades 
into the darkness and the sound of a harpsichord is heard. 
The musician is playing the music of Scarlatti and Bach, 
softly, then with greater volume as though a door had been 
opened. We hear a minuet of the eighteenth century and we 
think we see the dancing. 
Suddenly we are in Spain. Now or long ago? It doesn't 
matter, because there is a fiesta. There is dancing and the 
music is gay. The music becomes more and more intricate, 
the technique more complicated. It is today. And there is 
silence. 
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T o play a classical guitar concert in Chicago in January 
must be a difficult thing. So many members of the audience 
have coughs and colds. But this is no audience that has come 
because it is the socially correct or smart thing to do. This 
is an audience of aficionados and there is understanding be-
tween the artist and the listeners. No word is spoken. Every-
thing is understood. Sometimes between numbers coughs 
that have been desperately stifled break out here and there. 
Segovia is not impatient. H e sits quietly until eager silence 
prevails again. One can almost feel the apology of those who 
must cough. 
When it is today again, the audience cannot bear it. 
There is pleading in their applause and they call Segovia 
back again and again. Segovia is not a young man. Perhaps 
next year he will not come back to this country. No one 
says, "Give us a memory to keep. , , But the artist spills out 
his talent as though he were emptying a treasure into his 
listeners' hands and is glad that he has it to give. 
It is not hard to admire skill and technique, but that may 
be admired in an acrobat as well as in a musician. The 
musician who has a loyal and affectionate following has had 
more than that to give. H e has some quality of personality 
that brings out an emotional response in his audience so 
that his music is a personal thing, an intimate relationship. 
Perhaps in receiving the audience has a feeling of giving 
something intangible, bu t valuable, in return. Could the 
musician explain what it is that he gives to the audience in 
addition to his music? Is it a quality or degree of caring} 
Does he feel that he needs the audience as more than a 
source of income or of passive appreciation and somehow 
conveys that feeling so that there is an emotional exchange? 
With these questions in mind we file out into the January 
cold, the memory of our musical journeys warming us men-
tally and physically against the driving lake wind. 
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